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down in definite terms 3 yet a judge is not an automat, dealing
out the proper article of the code, and the sentence attached
thereto, as soon as the right levers are pressed. There are great
judges, who read deeper and subtler meanings into the law. In
the same way, the classicists recognized a hierarchy of poets;
and the difference between them was not due to the mere im-
personal knowledge of the rules. No doubt was entertained con-
cerning the efficacy of those rules 5 but the sovereign rights of
genius were also acknowledged. "That secret influence of
heaven," as Boileau called it, through which "poets are born,
not made," what is it but what we call more modestly -personal-
ity? Among three men equally able to express general truths in
correct language, one may be a pedant, the second a mere versi-
fier, the third alone a poet. Did anyone ever suggest that Mil-
ton was greater than Abraham Cowley only because he observed
the rules more meticulously, and succeeded better in suppressing
his ego?

The aim of the realist is to be as objective, as dispassionate,
as a scientist. He claims to see and reproduce "things as they
actually are." "A novel," wrote Stendhal, "is a mirror that
walks along the highway"; and Sologub used the same well-
worn metaphor in defense of his curious story, Little Damon:
"I have invented nothing; I have only polished a mirror with
the utmost care; and I know that the mirror is true." The
post-war period saw a revival of strictest Realism, a "new
matter-of-factness" from which praise, blame, sympathy, were
rigorously excluded. Irony and pity, the attitudes which best
reveal an author's personality, excited derision. Words and
gestures were transcribed with phonographic and photographic
exactitude; not a word of comment; not a tremor of emotion.

The claims to scientific dispassionateness advanced by the
realists and their followers the naturalists were mostly the
delusions of very literary men. Granted that they offered man-
kind a true mirror, it was they, the individual writers, Stendhal
or Sologub, who picked out the scenes and characters to be re-
flected. If they gave us "slices of life," there was art, that is